CHAPTER VIII

THE  GULF  OF  PEARLS

ON another occasion we arrived at Basrah by the morning
train from Baghdad. Upon the platform,waiting to escort
us, -stood Rumi, his face beaming in a smile nearly as wide as
our own, so great was our mutual pleasure at meeting again.
Seldom had we felt towards an Oriental as we did towards
him. It may be that his sense of the ridiculous appealed
to ours. It may be that his tolerance set him above his
fellows, for even upon trying journeys he never got upon
our nerves. We trust we did not unduly fray his. If we
did, he was courteous enough to disguise the fact.

We drove through the bronze gates leading to the
quayside, and stepped aboard the Gulf mail steamer.

Although winches screamed all day, so heavy was the
consignment of dates that we did not sail until the middle
of the night. That made us a day behind our schedule.
At length the cranes creaked and groaned for the last
time. To the tune of bell-ringing, shouting, and an
attendant bustle, the S.S. Varela left the Margil wharf,
and slid gently down the Shatt-al-Arab, river of dispute;
'Iraq on one bank, Iran on the other.

When we awoke the next morning, dawn had broken.
The heads of the date palms reclined languidly, like those
of beautiful women overcome with sleep. Through the
morning mist the derelict palace of the Sheikh of Moham-
merah looked imploringly at us; as though beseeching the
return of the master, a virtual prisoner in Teheran. Wide
steps, up which richly robed dignitaries once swept into a
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